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Some honey-converse feeds thy mind,
Some spirit of a crimson rose
In love with thee forgets to close
His curtains., wasting odorous sighs
All night long on darkness blind.
What aileth thee ? whom waitest thou
With thy soften'd, shadow'd brow.
And those dew-lit eyes of thine,,
Thou faint smiler, Adeline ?

Lovest thou the doleful wind

When thou gazest at the skies ?
Doth the low-tongued Orient

Wander from the side of the morn3

Dripping with Sabsean spice
On thy pillow, lowly bent

With melodious airs lovelorn,
Breathing Light against thy face,
While his locks a-dropping twined
Round thy neck in subtle ring
Make a carcanet of rays,

And ye talk together still,
In the language wherewith Spring

Letters cowslips on the hill ?
Hence that look and smile of thine,
Spiritual Adeline.

A CHARACTER
WITH a half-glance upon the sky
At night he said, * The wanderings
Of this most intricate Universe
Teach me the nothingness of things.
Yet could not all creation pierce
Beyond the bottom of his eye.